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X.

All loose her negligent attire,

All loose her golden hair,                                  95

Hung Margaret o'er her slaughter'd sire,

And wept in wild despair.
But not alone the bitter tear

Had filial grief supplied;
For hopeless love, and anxious fear,                   100

Had lent their mingled tide:
Nor in her mother's alter'd eye
Dared she to look for sympathy.
Her lover, 'gainst her father's clan,

With Carr in arms had stood,                         105

When Mathouse burn to Melrose ran.

All purple with their blood;
And well she knew, her mother dread,
Before Lord Cranstoun she should wed,
Would see her on her dying bed.                        no

XL

Of noble race'the Ladye came,
Her father was a clerk of fame,

Of Bethune's line of Picardie :
He learn* d the art that none may name,

In Padua, far beyond the sea.                        115

Men said, he changed his mortal frame

By feat of magic mystery;
For when, in studious mood, he paced

St. Andrew's cloister'd hall.
His form no darkening shadow traced               rao

Upon the sunny wall!

XII.

And of his skill, as bards avow,

He taught that Ladye fair,
Till to her bidding she could bow

The viewless forms of air.                               125

And now she sits in secret bower,
In old Lord David's western tower,